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For the first time the sun kissed my own naked face and my soul was inflamed with love for the sun, and I
wanted my masks no more. And I have found both freedom of loneliness and the safety from being
understood, for those who understand us enslave something in us. But let me not be too proud of my safety.
Even a Thief in a jail is safe from another thief. Thy hidden will is my law and I shall obey thee for ever more.
Out of clay hast thou fashioned me and to thee I owe mine all. In pity and love thou hast given me birth, and
through love and worship I shall inherit thy kingdom. I am thy root in the earth and thou art my flower in the
sky, and together we grow before the face of the sun. And when I descended to the valleys and the plains God
was there also. Seeming is but a garment I wear--a care-woven garment that protects me from thy questionings
and thee from my negligence. I would not have thee believe in what I say nor trust in what I do--for my words
are naught but thy own thoughts in sound and my deeds thy own hopes in action. Thou canst not understand
my seafaring thoughts, nor would I have thee understand. I would be at sea alone. When it is day with thee,
my friend, it is night with me; yet even then I speak of the noontide that dances upon the hills and of the
purple shadow that steals its way across the valley; for thou canst not hear the songs of my darkness nor see
my wings beating against the stars--and I fain would not have thee hear or see. I would be with night alone.
The flame would burn thy eyesight and the smoke would crowd thy nostrils. And I love my Hell too well to
have thee visit it. I would be in Hell alone. Thou lovest Truth and Beauty and Righteousness; and I for thy
sake say it is well and seemly to love these things. But in my heart I laughed at thy love. Yet I would not have
thee see my laughter. I would laugh alone. My friend, thou art good and cautious and wise; nay, thou art
perfect--and I, too, speak with thee wisely and cautiously. And yet I am mad. But I mask my madness. I would
be mad alone. My friend, thou art not my friend, but how shall I make thee understand? My path is not thy
path, yet together we walk, hand in hand. A year passed, during which the scarecrow turned philosopher. And
when I passed by him again I saw two crows building a nest under his hat. One night, while silence enfolded
the world, the woman and her daughter, walking, yet asleep, met in their mist-veiled garden. And the mother
spoke, and she said: You by whom my youth was destroyed--who have built up your life upon the ruins of
mine! Would I could kill you! Who stand between my freer self and me! Who would have my life an echo of
your own faded life! Would you were dead! And as he came near and saw that they were very intent and
heeded him not, he stopped. Now these two hermits had one earthen bowl, and this was their only possession.
The time has come for us to part. Let us divide our possessions. I will take nothing but mine own. It must be
divided. If it be thy pleasure let us rather cast a lot. The bowl must be divided. And one day the mother of
Jesus came to him and said: Wouldst thou not give me a needle? Here, in this madman, I have dwelt all these
years, with naught to do but renew his pain by day and recreate his sorrow by night. I can bear my fate no
longer, and now I rebel. I laugh his laughter and sing his happy hours, and with thrice winged feet I dance his
brighter thoughts. It is I that would rebel against my weary existence. And what of me, the love-ridden self,
the flaming brand of wild passion and fantastic desires? It is I the love-sick self who would rebel against this
madman. I, amongst you all, am the most miserable, for naught was given me but odious hatred and
destructive loathing. It is I, the tempest-like self, the one born in the black caves of Hell, who would protest
against serving this madman. Nay, it is I, the thinking self, the fanciful self, the self of hunger and thirst, the
one doomed to wander without rest in search of unknown things and things not yet created; it is I, not you,
who would rebel. And I, the working self, the pitiful labourer, who, with patient hands, and longing eyes,
fashion the days into images and give the formless elements new and eternal forms--it is I, the solitary one,
who would rebel against this restless madman. How strange that you all would rebel against this man, because
each and every one of you has a preordained fate to fulfil. But I have none, I am the do-nothing self, the one
who sits in the dumb, empty nowhere and nowhen, while you are busy re-creating life. Is it you or I,
neighbours, who should rebel? When the seventh self thus spake the other six selves looked with pity upon
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him but said nothing more; and as the night grew deeper one after the other went to sleep enfolded with a new
and happy submission. But the seventh self remained watching and gazing at nothingness, which is behind all
things. WAR One night a feast was held in the palace, and there came a man and prostrated himself before the
prince, and all the feasters looked upon him; and they saw that one of his eyes was out and that the empty
socket bled. And now, O prince, I ask for justice upon the weaver. It is right that one of my eyes be taken. But
I have a neighbour, a cobbler, who has also two eyes, and in his trade both eyes are not necessary. And justice
was satisfied. And he was feared for his might and loved for his wisdom. Now, in the heart of that city was a
well, whose water was cool and crystalline, from which all the inhabitants drank, even the king and his
courtiers; for there was no other well. Our king and his lord chamberlain have lost their reason. Surely we
cannot be ruled by a mad king. We must dethrone him. And when it was brought to him he drank deeply, and
gave it to his lord chamberlain to drink. And there was great rejoicing in that distant city of Wirani, because its
king and its lord chamberlain had regained their reason. One was a weaver, another a carpenter and the third a
ploughman. Let us have all the wine we want. We will have a great roast with the wine. Let us have honey
cakes too. And they were merry. And the host rubbed his hands and smiled at his wife; for his guests were
spending freely. When they left the moon was high, and they walked along the road singing and shouting
together. The host and his wife stood in the tavern door and looked after them. So freehanded and so gay! If
only they could bring us such luck every day! Then our son need not be a tavern-keeper and work so hard. We
could educate him, and he could become a priest. And after three and thirty years, during which my mother,
and the nurse, and the priest have all died, the shadow of God be upon their spirits the soothsayer still lives.
Even in your infancy I prophesied and foretold your future. And so I moved that very day into the heart of a
quince, where the seeds are few and almost silent. And after they had saluted one another, each according to
the custom of his tribe, they stood there conversing. I have searched all day for a grain of some sort, and there
is none to be found. This is, I believe, what my people call the soft, moving land where nothing grows. At that
moment the man moved and in his sleep raised his hand and scratched his nose, and the three ants were
crushed. One side of her face was pale, the other was blushing. And I made great provision for my journey.
And after forty days I beheld the city and on the forty-first day I entered into it. God hath made us conquerors
over the evil that was in us. And he showed me above the altar an inscription graven, and I read: And if thy
right hand offend thee, cut it off and cast it from thee; for it is profitable for thee that one of thy members
should perish, and not that thy whole body should be cast into hell.
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And when I reached the market place, a youth standing on a house-top cried, "He is a madman. For the first
time the sun kissed my own naked face and my soul was inflamed with love for the sun, and I wanted my
masks no more. And as if in a trance I cried, "Blessed, blessed are the thieves who stole my masks. And I have
found both freedom and safety in my madness; the freedom of loneliness and the safety from being
understood, for those who understand us enslave something in us. But let me not be too proud of my safety.
Even a Thief in a jail is safe from another thief. GOD In the ancient days, when the first quiver of speech came
to my lips, I ascended the holy mountain and spoke unto God, saying, "Master, I am thy slave. Thy hidden will
is my law and I shall obey thee for ever more. And after a thousand years I ascended the holy mountain and
again spoke unto God, saying, "Creator, I am thy creation. Out of clay hast thou fashioned me and to thee I
owe mine all. And after a thousand years I climbed the holy mountain and spoke unto God again, saying,
"Father, I am thy son. In pity and love thou hast given me birth, and through love and worship I shall inherit
thy kingdom. And after a thousand years I climbed the sacred mountain and again spoke unto God, saying,
"My God, my aim and my fulfilment; I am thy yesterday and thou art my tomorrow. I am thy root in the earth
and thou art my flower in the sky, and together we grow before the face of the sun. And when I descended to
the valleys and the plains God was there also. Seeming is but a garment I wearâ€”a care-woven garment that
protects me from thy questionings and thee from my negligence. The "I" in me, my friend, dwells in the house
of silence, and therein it shall remain for ever more, unperceived, unapproachable. I would not have thee
believe in what I say nor trust in what I doâ€”for my words are naught but thy own thoughts in sound and my
deeds thy own hopes in action. When thou sayest, "The wind bloweth eastward," I say, "Aye, it doth blow
eastward"; for I would not have thee know that my mind doth not dwell upon the wind but upon the sea. Thou
canst not understand my seafaring thoughts, nor would I have thee understand. I would be at sea alone. When
it is day with thee, my friend, it is night with me; yet even then I speak of the noontide that dances upon the
hills and of the purple shadow that steals its way across the valley; for thou canst not hear the songs of my
darkness nor see my wings beating against the starsâ€”and I fain would not have thee hear or see. I would be
with night alone. When thou ascendest to thy Heaven I descend to my Hellâ€”even then thou callest to me
across the unbridgeable gulf, "My companion, my comrade," and I call back to thee, "My comrade, my
companion"â€”for I would not have thee see my Hell. The flame would burn thy eye sight and the smoke
would crowd thy nostrils. And I love my Hell too well to have thee visit it. I would be in Hell alone. Thou
lovest Truth and Beauty and Righteousness; and I for thy sake say it is well and seemly to love these things.
But in my heart I laugh at thy love. Yet I would not have thee see my laughter. I would laugh alone. My
friend, thou art good and cautious and wise; nay, thou art perfectâ€”and I, too, speak with thee wisely and
cautiously. And yet I am mad. But I mask my madness. I would be mad alone. My friend, thou art not my
friend, but how shall I make thee understand? My path is not thy path, yet together we walk, hand in hand. A
year passed, during which the scarecrow turned philosopher. And when I passed by him again I saw two crows
building a nest under his hat. One night, while silence enfolded the world, the woman and her daughter,
walking, yet asleep, met in their mist-veiled garden. And the mother spoke, and she said: You by whom my
youth was destroyedâ€”who have built up your life upon the ruins of mine! Would I could kill you! Who stand
between my freer self and me! Who would have my life an echo of your own faded life! Would you were
dead! The mother said gently, "Is that you, darling? And as he came near and saw that they were very intent
and heeded him not, he stopped. Then there arose in the midst of the company a large, grave cat and looked
upon them and said, "Brethren, pray ye; and when ye have prayed again and yet again, nothing doubting,
verily then it shall rain mice. Now these two hermits had one earthen bowl, and this was their only possession.
One day an evil spirit entered into the heart of the older hermit and he came to the younger and said, "It is long

Page 3

DOWNLOAD PDF THE MADMAN KAHLIL GIBRAN
that we have lived together. The time has come for us to part. Let us divide our possessions. But if thou must
needs go, so be it," and he brought the earthen bowl and gave it to him saying, "We cannot divide it, Brother,
let it be thine. I will take nothing but mine own. It must be divided. If it be thy pleasure let us rather cast a lot.
The bowl must be divided. And one day the mother of Jesus came to him and said: Wouldst thou not give me
a needle? Here, in this madman, I have dwelt all these years, with naught to do but renew his pain by day and
recreate his sorrow by night. I can bear my fate no longer, and now I rebel. I laugh his laughter and sing his
happy hours, and with thrice winged feet I dance his brighter thoughts. It is I that would rebel against my
weary existence. And what of me, the love-ridden self, the flaming brand of wild passion and fantastic
desires? It is I the love-sick self who would rebel against this madman. I, amongst you all, am the most
miserable, for naught was given me but odious hatred and destructive loathing. It is I, the tempest-like self, the
one born in the black caves of Hell, who would protest against serving this madman. Nay, it is I, the thinking
self, the fanciful self, the self of hunger and thirst, the one doomed to wander without rest in search of
unknown things and things not yet created; it is I, not you, who would rebel. And I, the working self, the
pitiful labourer, who, with patient hands, and longing eyes, fashion the days into images and give the formless
elements new and eternal formsâ€”it is I, the solitary one, who would rebel against this restless madman. How
strange that you all would rebel against this man, because each and every one of you has a preordained fate to
fulfil. But I have none, I am the do-nothing self, the one who sits in the dumb, empty nowhere and nowhen,
while you are busy re-creating life. Is it you or I, neighbours, who should rebel? When the seventh self thus
spake the other six selves looked with pity upon him but said nothing more; and as the night grew deeper one
after the other went to sleep enfolded with a new and happy submission. But the seventh self remained
watching and gazing at nothingness, which is behind all things. WAR One night a feast was held in the palace,
and there came a man and prostrated himself before the prince, and all the feasters looked upon him; and they
saw that one of his eyes was out and that the empty socket bled. And the prince inquired of him, "What has
befallen you? And now, O prince, I ask for justice upon the weaver. It is right that one of my eyes be taken.
But I have a neighbour, a cobbler, who has also two eyes, and in his trade both eyes are not necessary. And
justice was satisfied. But at noon he saw his shadow againâ€”and he said, "A mouse will do. And he was
feared for his might and loved for his wisdom. Now, in the heart of that city was a well, whose water was cool
and crystalline, from which all the inhabitants drank, even the king and his courtiers; for there was no other
well. One night when all were asleep, a witch entered the city, and poured seven drops of strange liquid into
the well, and said, "From this hour he who drinks this water shall become mad. And during that day the people
in the narrow streets and in the market places did naught but whisper to one another, "The king is mad. Our
king and his lord chamberlain have lost their reason. Surely we cannot be ruled by a mad king. We must
dethrone him. And when it was brought to him he drank deeply, and gave it to his lord chamberlain to drink.
And there was great rejoicing in that distant city of Wirani, because its king and its lord chamberlain had
regained their reason. One was a weaver, another a carpenter and the third a ploughman. Said the weaver, "I
sold a fine linen shroud today for two pieces of gold. Let us have all the wine we want. We will have a great
roast with the wine. Let us have honey cakes too. And they were merry. And the host rubbed his hands and
smiled at his wife; for his guests were spending freely. When they left the moon was high, and they walked
along the road singing and shouting together.
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THE SLEEP-WALKERS. In the town where I was born lived a woman and her daughter, who walked in their sleep. One
night, while silence enfolded the world, the woman and her daughter, walking, yet asleep, met in their mist-veiled
garden.

Introduction First Published In: Thought-provoking collection of life-affirming parables and poems by the
author of The Prophet, many casting an ironic light on the beliefs, aspirations, and vanities of humankind. It is
quite possibly the most perfect writing I have ever read. I prefer it to the general colloquial style of writing and
it is more expressive than similar styles of essay and short story writing. Gibran also has several other books,
in addition to "The Prophet," that are worthy of reading. It is an astoundingly eloquent, but still clear and
expressive collection of writing on the most fundamentally important of all topics. There are very few human
beings capable of rivaling scripture in the emotions that their writings invoke. Kahlil Gibran was one of them.
In "The Gravedigger", he surrenders an old self without attachment or grief, but with joy and laughter. In "The
Greater Sea" he rejects the social traps of the physical world and seeks something higher. In "Faces" he looks
beyond the physical to view the true countanence of Soul. Yet, the greatest of these is the first page and a half
untitled, I assume its called "The Madman" which captures the essence of this drinking straight from the well
of Soul. It amazes me each time I read it and is alone worth the price of the book. In addition to writing this
profound and inspiring poetry, he composed 12 other books of verses. This is too bad. Although written nearly
years ago, it remains timely. It went out of print several years ago, but has recently been made available. This
book of verse is a real treasure. I found it thoughtful, insightful and most importantly self reflecting.
Webmistress contact info - ICQ:
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The Madman, Kahlil Gibran Khalil Gibran, also known as Kahlil Gibran, was born on January 6, in Northern Lebanon. As
a result of his family's poverty, he received no formal education as a small child but had regular visits from the local
priest who taught him about the Bible as well as the Syrian and Arabic languages.

The causes were cirrhosis of the liver and tuberculosis due to prolonged serious alcoholism. Gibran started
drinking seriously during or after publication of The Prophet. Several years before his death, he locked himself
in his apartment, away from visitors, drinking all day. Gibran expressed the wish that he be buried in Lebanon.
I am alive like you, and I am standing beside you. Close your eyes and look around, you will see me in front
of you. There she discovered her letters to him spanning twenty-three years. She initially agreed to burn them
because of their intimacy, but recognizing their historical value she saved them. She gave them, along with his
letters to her which she had also saved, to the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill Library before she
died in Excerpts of the over letters were published in "Beloved Prophet" in Haskell had been thinking of
placing her collection at the Telfair as early as In a letter to Gibran, she wrote "I am thinking of other
museums There when I was a visiting child, form burst upon my astonished little soul. The future American
royalties to his books were willed to his hometown of Bsharri , to be "used for good causes". Writings[ edit ]
Style and recurring themes[ edit ] Gibran was a great admirer of poet and writer Francis Marrash , [25] [26]
whose works he had studied at al-Hikma school in Beirut. Love one another but make not a bond of love: But
his mysticism is a convergence of several different influences: Christianity, Islam, Judaism and theosophy. I
love you when you prostrate yourself in your mosque, and kneel in your church and pray in your synagogue.
You and I are sons of one faithâ€”the Spirit. Its popularity grew markedly during the s with the American
counterculture and then with the flowering of the New Age movements. It has remained popular with these
and with the wider population to this day. Since it was first published in , The Prophet has never been out of
print. Having been translated into more than 40 languages, [31] it was one of the best-selling books of the
twentieth century in the United States. He reportedly read passages to his mother and over the years gave away
copies of "The Prophet" to friends and colleagues. Photographs of his handwritten notes under certain
passages throughout his copy are archived on various Museum websites. One of his most notable lines of
poetry is from "Sand and Foam" , which reads: Yeats , Carl Jung and Auguste Rodin. His drawings were
collected by Mathaf: Arab Museum of Modern Art in Doha. Religious views[ edit ] Gibran was born into a
Maronite Christian family and raised in Maronite schools. He was influenced not only by his own religion but
also by Islam, and especially by the mysticism of the Sufis. Gibran also worked with St. He used to say:
Illustration from The madman, his parables and poems The Madman transcriptions:
Chapter 5 : Kahlil Gibran: The Madman (Quotes, Reviews)
Kahlil Gibran was one of them. By: sirch Throughout this brief collection by Kahlil Gibran is the theme of rejecting and
shedding the superficial, outer, social masks and embracing the inner or true Self - Soul.

Chapter 6 : The Madman by Kahlil Gibran
The madman, his parables and poems is a short work by Kahlil Gibran. Kahlil Gibran (January 6, - April 10, ) was a
Lebanese-American artist, poet, and writer of the New York Pen League.
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The Madman Table of Contents. Kahlil Gibran. How I Became a Madman God My Friend The Scarecrow The
Sleep-Walkers The Wise Dog The Two Hermits On Giving and Taking.
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Kahlil Gibran (author of "The Prophet") was a Lebanese-American philosophical essayist, novelist, mystical poet and
artist. During the last 20 years of his life, he lived in the United States, where his works gained recognition and influence
within the American popular culture. Kahlil Gibran (author.
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Life and career Early life. Gibran was born into a Maronite Catholic family from the historical town of Bsharri in northern
Mount Lebanon, then a semi-autonomous part of the Ottoman Empire.
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